16                   A HAUNTED BEAUTY.

border of a smile, as if they were hinting against
their will of a mine of laughter and subtle snares
that they were not allowed to use. And she
had risen up to come and meet him, yet was
hanging back as if reluctant, and so she stood, all
reflected in the polished floor, with her head thrown
back to look at him, for she was very small, like
one on the very point of imploring help, yet
shrinking, as if too proud to ask it from a stranger,
balanced as it were between reliance on her own
pure and pleading beauty and doubtfulness of its
reception. So she halted irresolute, with glorious
throat that was hovering still over the swell of her
lifted breasts, poised as it were on the very verge
of tumultuous oscillation, like that of Rati, pre-
paring with timidity to cast herself at the feet
of the three-eyed God, to beg back the body of her
burned-up husband in a passion of love-lorn tears.

And Aja stood before her, like the sea when the
digit of the moon rises suddenly over its waves,
stirred with a tumult of strange emotions, and yet
lit by a heavenly ray, a mass of agitated darkness
mixed with dancing, trembling light; all unaware
that he was himself to the King's daughter exactly
what she was to him, a weapon of bewilderment
in th@ hands of the cunning god of the flowery